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The - ler Spo 
Lane to 


Ballybree 


A Taking Song With Any Audience 
A Splendid Ballad With A Strong, Melodious Refrain 
It Is Oley Speaks In His Most Delightful Mood ~ 





The Lane to Ballybree 
wwe 


Katherine Edelman Oley Speaks 


Poem by Katherine Edelman 


There’s a little lane a-winding, a crooked little lane, 
A dewy, woodbine-scented lane, that leads to Ballybree; 
Wher the hawthorn boughs are laden with their wealth of starry 
bloom, 
And sweetly singing little birds are heard on bush and tree. 


There’s a little lane a-winding, a little, winding lane, 
Where the furze is all in blossom like a wave of yellow gold. 
And every turning in the brake you hear the leaves a-stirrin’, 
Tis the little fairy people—oh, they’re very brave and bold. 





There’s a little lane a-winding, a crooked little lane, 
d there’s some one at the end of it who's wishing hard for me; \ 
There are soft winds gently blowing—a peat fire brightly glowing— 
Oh! I'm aching to be wandering the lane to Ballybree. 
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